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	1. Chapter 1

And yet another day at Kunugigaoka Junior High, well…

Not really…

They might as well not be considered students that attend the school anyway, being from _their_ classroom. Yep, that's right.

Classroom 3-E, the lowest ranking class there is at the junior high, and the highest ranking class for assassins like Nagisa Shiota and his classmates.

Second term had just begun, and let me tell you, Nagisa was already bored. Sure, you could call it fun going after your "alien" teacher everyday, but to Nagisa, it got boring fast. Korosensei was a good teacher, no doubt that. Almost all of his students had A's, the lowest only having C's.

Anyway, back to the _true_ plot of the story.

Nagisa was walking up the hill that he usually had to climb the steps of to get to his class, he was late.

_Really_ late.

And it was all because of his mother.

She had another fit of rage this morning, taking it all out on Nagisa. Of _course_ he didn't defend himself, she is his mother and he had a lot of respect for her. She started verbally attacking him at first, telling him he was _too_ much like his father who up and left her. Saying how she wished to have a _girl_, but no, God "blessed" her with a _boy_, of all things. Then she brought out his sexuality, him being bisexual, that is. He couldn't see the problem with his sexuality, I mean, _all_ people deserved to be loved, no matter the gender.

She was a downright homophobe, to put it off simply.

After she attacked him verbally, she got physical. _Very_ physical.

First she swung punches at him, slapping his face, tackling him to the messy floors of their house.

And all the proof was in fine, purple bruises all over him, along with a black eye.

Of course he noticed this, having snatched a pair of his sunglasses before fleeing out the door. She was a horrible woman, even though she was still his mother and he loved her, even though she would bring him down more and more everyday.

That's why he's never had good grades, and that's why he was in this class to begin with.

"Alright, almost at the door…" He said to himself, sighing as he walked up the last three steps. He could already hear the shrieks of Professor Bitch from outside and the class laughing hysterically. He took the sunglasses out of his pocket and pulled the sleeves of his blue hoodie down farther to cover the bruises. That's right, _hoodie_. He wasn't wearing his usual attire to school today, like he should've, no. He just threw on the same dark blue pants he wore the day before, a short sleeved white button-up shirt, blue sneakers, and his hoodie.

It wasn't a good uniform substitute, but it would still work.

It was already third period, never has he been _so_ late.

"Crap…" He sighed as he pushed the doors to the small building open.

He moved quickly down the hall and to the classroom.

Peeking in one of the windows from the hall to the classroom he could see everyone still laughing at her, even Ritsu was in on it.

He walked up to the door, gripped the doorknob, and the door flew open.

To his surprise, Korosensei opened the door, moving aside to let him in.

His face turned to a sickly blue color, that must've been one of his new ones.

"Good morning, Nagisa! Please, take your seat." He said, he must've noticed something for his face to change to that color.

The whole class went dead silent as Nagisa walked down one of the rows and to the back to drop off his stuff and grab his knife and BB gun.

"Hey, kid!" Professor Bitch nearly shouted from across the room. Nagisa turned to look at her. He had a dark, disturbed aura around him…

Maybe _that's_ why everyone shut up quickly.

"Hm?" Came the tired response from the blue-haired kid.

She stuck her pointer finger out and put the other hand on her hip.

"What's with the glasses? From the last time I checked you had 20/20 vision…" Nagisa shook his head and made his way to his usual seat.

"Awwwe, c'mon! Just tell me~!" She whined, "It's not even _bright_ in here, if anything, it's dim as Hell! Open up a few curtains for a change."

"Y-Yes, my dear!" Korosensei quickly obeyed and started opening up curtains as fast as he could, probably using his Moc20 speed, just to please that bitch.

"Hey Nagisa-San," Ritsu said from the back of the class, "Look at this new installment Korosensei made!" Ritsu smiled brightly as Nagisa looked back.

"R-Really? Another installment… Is that even allowed? Well, that's pretty neat, I guess. What does it do?" He asked curiously.

"Oh yeah, I texted you about that this morning, but… You didn't pick up, I got worried." Kaede said, shuffling around in her seat.

"Now, Miss Kayano, what have I told you about phones during lessons?" Korosensei asked, crossing his tentacles.

"Scan complete!" Ritsu said, happily, going through the data.

"W-W-Wait a minute! You _scanned_ me?!" Nagisa nearly shouted, voice still kind of sore from screaming this morning.

"Of course I did, silly! Korosensei gave me a new installment for _health_. Since it takes so long for you students to get down to the nurse at the main buildings, my creators allowed it."

"W-Wait, what are y-you going to do with those scans?" He asked nervously, darting his eyes from one student's to another.

_All_ of their eyes were on him.

Even Ryūnosuke had his eyes on him, if he _did_ have eyes. They were always covered by his hair, so no one knew.

"Hmm… I don't know what to make of this…" Ritsu said, still reading at the scans.

"What do you mean, pinkie?" Professor Bitch asked, both hands on her hips now.

"It's Ritsu, Professor Bitch, don't be such a bitch." Rio said, blowing a bubble of pink bubblegum.

"W-Why, you little-!" She was interrupted by Ritsu, mid-sentence.

"N-Nagisa? Do you have your phone with you?" She asked, receiving an uncertain nod from the other.

"Mind if I-..." Ritsu felt a little embarrassed asking this, but Nagisa knew what she wanted to ask.

"Oh! U-Um, sure… Go ahead." He said, taking out his phone. The class watched closely, inspecting Nagisa's _every_ move. Ritsu's, not so much, considering she's a computer and all.

In almost a second, Ritsu was waving 'hi' to Nagisa from his phone. She made a twirling motion with her hand, asking to speak to Korosensei.  
>"May I talk to Nagisa for a moment, Korosensei. It's important." To this, the "man" nodded, opening the door and watched as Nagisa walked out with Ritsu in hand.<p>

Once the door shut, Ritsu painted on a serious look and looked at Nagisa.

The class remained silent, all gathering by the door to listen to the conversation.

Well, almost all of them. Karma was sneakily going though Nagisa's bag to see if he could find anything that would explain the situation and such.

Ritsu cleared her digital throat, "So… The scan… Um-"She started, interrupted by Nagisa.

"I-I know what you saw, p-please don't tell anyone!" He panicked. Nagisa knew she saw the bruises and cuts and scars, he just _knew_.

"W-Well, I-I don't know, Nagisa… Yo-Your arms and-and-" The small sniffles turned into crying. Why was she crying? Well..

She was crying because her friend was being hurt. She saw scars on his wrists, scars from _long_ ago, from the summer after sixth grade. He hasn't cut himself in _years_.

"N-Nevermind those, Ritsu! They're from a long time ago, I wouldn't- I-..."

"Please don't lie to me, Nagisa-San! Those-Those look fresh! And you have bruises!" She wiped the tears away, sniffling and hiding her eyes.

"B-But-" Okay, maybe he _was_ lying…

The last time he had cut was three days ago, on Friday night. Things got even _more_ personal between him and his mother.

"Can you at the very _least_ tell me where you got those, and-and your black eye?" She asked, calming down a bit. Nagisa looked to the left, then to the right.

He gave out a muffled groan and nodded.

"S-Swear to your _microchip_ you won't tell _anyone_." He said, looking worried.

'_What if she does tell someone… What will I do? What will happen?_' He thought, thinking of all the possibilities.

"I swear on my microchip and _all_ my circuits!" She said, a _little_ too loud.

Nagisa walked down the hall towards the door, but had no intention of going outside. He just wanted to get away from the others listening in. It was possible that they could still hear him, year, but at least it would be muffled so they'd have to listen closer. He set the phone on one of the windowsills and scratched his palm, looking towards the floor, shuffling his feet.

"I-I… It's m-my… Mom." He let out the last word as if it killed him to say it.

"Oh, Nagisa-San! You _poor_, freakishly _adorable_ soul!" She screamed, wailing and holding out her arms to give him a digital hug.

"I-It's alright! P-Please don't-don't cry, Ritsu!" He panicked again. He _hated_ seeing woman cry. Before his Father left his Mother, she would _always_ cry, and it didn't matter to him before when she would. But, that was because he didn't understand the reason she would, and now he did.

And it _hurt_ him to see her cry, now.

He didn't want _any_ girl to cry beside him ever again.

"Ritsu, p-please! I can't stand to-to see you cry." He said, eyes tearing up. She let out a couple of sniffles and smiled for her friend's sake.

"I-I'm s-sorry, Nagisa-San. I didn't mean to make you-you cry! Ah, I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" She was the one panicking this time. It made him feel relieved that she wasn't sad about this whole ordeal, and she was now trying to cheer him up.

"Look! Look, Nagisa-San! I can do a hand-stand!" She shouted, still trying to cheer him up. A tear rolled down his cheek and his eyes were glassy.

"I-It's okay, it's okay… I just really, _really_ needed to get that off my chest, you know?" Ritsu gave up on trying to make him smile, seeing that it was coming to no avail.

"Can you tell K-Korosensei I'm going out for a w-walk?" He asked, wiping his eyes to have another tear spill out the other.

"S-Sure! I-I won't bother y-you, but give me a call and I'll come right over!" She said, a little surprised.

"Thanks, Ritsu… Bye." He said, waving her off. Ritsu smile and gave a small nod, flickering off his screen. Nagisa pocketed his phone and walked outside, smelling the fresh air.

~O~

"Hey, everybody! Ritsu's back." Sumire said, moving from the door to the computer box that showed Ritsu's complexion.

"So, how's Nagisa? I heard him crying, and you as well." Yukiko asked, worried plastered all over her face.

"I-I'm fine… I don't know about Nagisa-San, though… Korosensei?"

"Ah, yes, Ritsu?" He asked shuffling some papers.

"Can I talk to you after this period?" She asked, looking down at the floor.

"W-Why of course you can." Then, Professor Bitch clapped her hands.

"Now, let's get off that topic and move to this one! Everybody, take your seats and someone please raise your hand and tell me the definition of a prepositional phrase."

Karma, already sitting down, played with the note in his hands. He got it from Nagisa's bag, obviously.

He opened it and read it slowly, eyes widening.

~O~

Nagisa sighed, looking at the swimming hole, that Korosensei built, in front of him.

Most of the water was drained and it was getting cold outside, one of the side effects of early winter. It was mid-December and there was _still_ no snow.

He sat on a rock, looking down at his reflection. Mostly at his _hair_.

It was so _long_ and, and _girly_. He hated absolutely _everything_ about it.

It's not like he can't do anything about it, his Mother would never let him cut it.

She would starve him for _days_, make him wear _girly_ clothes, have only _long_ hair. She wanted _him_ to be a _her_.

But, _he_ wanted _he_ to _stay_ a _he_.

…

Life was rough.

His body jolted as he took out his pocket knife and jumped up. He heard some rustling in the bushes.

"W-Who's there? I-I swear to _God_, Karma, if that's you trying to pull one of your crappy pranks on me, I'll drive my knife through your head!" He shouted, looking all around him.

"You're no fun, you know that?" Karma said, walking out of one of the bushes.

"Hm." Came the lazy reply. Nagisa sat on the same rock he was sitting on before, hugging his knees and playing with his knife.

"Nagisa, when are you coming back? You've been out here all through fourth and fifth period." He said, sitting down next to him, watching as a small bead of blood dropped onto the stone.

"You shouldn't be playing with that. Give." Nagisa gave it to Karma, putting the finger in his mouth and sucking the blood off.

"So… I can't see how you find it so amusing to be out here… It's cold, let's go back." He said, standing up and extending a hand, looking at the trail behind him to see if anyone was watching.

"I-I don't want to… Leave me be." He said after taking the finger out and before burying his face in his arms.

"Nope. I'm not going to go back to gym class alone. Karasuma needs someone to practice with and demonstrate the class, surprisingly none of us have the skill to go up against him. I mean, _I _do, of course, but, I don't want to." He looked down at the sniffling teen. "Take the hand."

"Go away."

"Take it."  
>"Go away."<p>

"I know you want to~." He said, extending the 'o' and leaning closer.

"No."

"Well, up we go!" He said, picking Nagisa up and slinging him over his shoulders.

"You're surprisingly light for a guy… How the Hell do you do it?" He murmured the last part to himself, walking down the trail. He almost slipped a few times, but in the end, he made it to the class. Nagisa's eyes looked slightly irritated, but not too bad. It was the beginning of gym class, the class Mr. Karasuma taught. Karma chucked Nagisa's gym clothes at him. "Go change and hurry back, you dork."

"Sure… You nerd." He said back, chuckling a bit, but not much.

"Good job, Karma." Korosensei said, placing a tentacle on his shoulder.

"What do you mean 'Good Luck'?" He asked, raising an eyebrow and turning around.

"You got Nagisa down from the swimming hole, and that means you're improving in your socialization skill. And, not to mention, teamwork- Gah!" Korosensei grunted when Karma stabbed the tentacle with his Korosensei-Knife given to him, and everyone else, by the government.

"Sure." He said, putting the knife back in his pocket and crossing his arms. Everyone was still talking about Nagisa in their own little groups. A few minutes later, Nagisa made it out of the changing room and outside, walking down the steps. He had his knife in hand, ready to fight…

Maybe.

He was still tired and his eyes were burning. He didn't want to talk either from his voice being sore. But, being the boy he was, he still went out and did what he was supposed to. While demonstrating to the class what technique they were using, Korosensei was at the steps along with Professor Bitch and Ritsu.

"So, Ritsu, I'm sorry I didn't have time to talk earlier, something came up. Mind if we talk now?" He asked, the two teachers turning to the computer.

She took a deep breath and explained the situation, trying to not cry throughout the whole process.

"N-Nagisa… He, well, Nagisa _cuts_, Korosensei… I don't know for how long, but there were fresh ones and-and-" She began crying again, but she didn't wail.

In the middle of another demonstration with Karasuma, Nagisa was listening closely. He heard his name, but he didn't know who called it. He listened in more, all while moving quickly to not let the rubber knife, that Karasuma held, touch his body. If it did, he would lose.

"_Cuts_? Nagisa _cuts_? Are-Are you sure now, Miss Ritsu. You're not making this up?" He asked, the blonde on his right looking petrified. Sure she's seen some blood and guts, but this was utterly terrifying. To know a fifteen-year-old boy would do this to himself. Especially one that was a _born_ assassin, a boy that was practically _gifted_.

"I would never, ever, make this up!" She wailed out.

"H-Huh?" Nagisa caught what they were saying. Most of the class probably caught on by now, but they had all missed the part about him cutting, thank the assassin gods! He lost his footing and fell to the ground once he heard the topic of discussion, Mr. Karasuma tapping his rubber knife on Nagisa's shoulder and helping him up.

"Alright… I suppose that is enough," He cleared his throat. "Um, demonstration today. Students, get in groups of two and begin practicing." He said, looking to the side. Today was definitely _not_ Nagisa's day.

He could _still_ hear them talking, almost as loud as the sun in the afternoon.

But then, Ritsu got quiet and he could only make out whispers.

"Ah, I see… Well then," He said, looking at Ritsu then to Nagisa.

"Nagisa!" He shouted, getting his full attention. "Come to the classroom, a get changed! I'll let you get out of gym just this once!" He said, turning his back and walking to the door.

"So, what are you going to do?" Irina asked, looking at the "man".

"I'm going to give him… A talk." He said, sliding the door open and walking inside.

"Ooh~ Nagisa's in trouble~!" Ryōma said.

"S-Shut up, Ryōma! You don't know what's happening, so shut your face!" Tomohito shouted from across the field.

"Boys! Knock it off. Why don't you two pair up, seeing that you like to talk so much." He snickered, watching as the students practised.

Nagisa changed once more, dumping his bag in one of the lockers when he finished. He walked out and made his way to the classroom, Karma staring at him the whole time. '_I have to admit, he does have a nice as-_' Karma's thoughts were interrupted by a certain gym teacher.

~O~

"Nagisa," Korosensei started, voice as serious as ever. Nagisa looked up from his seat. Korosensei walked over the him and placed a tentacle on his shoulder.

"You have a lot of potential, a kind heart, and you're fiery and fierce when you really need to be. You're a great kid… I know things might be hard, and, well… I know you might not be enjoying life so much right now, but, trust me, things will get better I promise." Nagisa gripped the front edge of his seat with both hands and looked to the floor, tears ready to flow out of diamond blue orbs.

"H-How… How d-do you know that?" He asked, shaking and biting his lip to stifle small whimpers and cries ready to fill the room if he was to let go.

"Because, I just… Know. Well, that's beside the point." The tone in Korosensei's voice was soft.

"Anyway, we need to do something about this… Ritsu told me things at home haven't been so… Smooth, lately. Now, hasn't it?" He asked, to which Nagisa only replied with a slow shake of his head. "Well, why don't we make it better. We'll talk another time, okay? You know where I am if you want to hurt yourself again."

Nagisa only nodded, watching the floor and feeling the tentacle leave his shoulder. "I have to go and supervise the other students, I'll let you stay here for the remaining ten we have left for period six." And with that, korosensei shut the door and walked outside. It was tough to give such a speech like that, it was something he never _ever_ wants to do again, especially to one of _his_ students.


	2. Chapter 2

"I want you out of that classroom as soon as possible, Nagisa!"

"B-But, M-Mom, please. J-Just listen."

_Crash_.

Nagisa's mother threw a vase towards him, "You do not disobey me young lady! I'm getting you out of that class whether you like it or not! I don't care what that teacher of yours has to say about it! I'll move you to another school if I have to. I'll get you out of that damned class! Understood?!" She growled towards him, grabbing the blue pigtails and shaking his head roughly.

"Y-Yes." She stopped the shaking, and her anger was clearly gone.

"I'll be coming around the period you have gym in. I think that's fifth. Have a good day at school, Nagisa." He nodded and picked his bag up, fixing his hair so it didn't look like a complete disaster.

"Goodbye, Mom." He whispered, walking out the door.

~0~

He finally arrived at school, classmates looking more cheerful than usual. Something was up, he could tell.

"Hey, Nagisa!" Karma shouted from the back of the class from where he sat. Nagisa slowly made his way up to the redhead, afraid of a prank he'll somehow pull or something.

"Whatsup?" He murmured, head still aching from the trauma his mother inflicted on him earlier that morning.

He swiftly took a note out of his jacket pocket and handed it to Nagisa from under his desk. As soon as Nagisa realised what it was, his face went red from embarrassment and a little anger.

"H-How did you- Wh-Why were you in my bag?!" He whisper-shouted.

"Ooh~ No reason." He smirked, crossing his legs up on the desk and leaning back in his chair.

"Y-You jerk." He stammered, shoving it in his pocket and looking away.

"Just saying, it's not a 'no'." Karma laughed at the reaction he received from the shorter.

A heavy blush, even heavier than the last, drowned him.

"Na-Nagisa-Kun!" Ritsu yelled, Karma could only laugh.

"D-Do you have a fever?! I can scan you again if you want!" Nagisa scratched the back of his head, and gave out a nervous chuckle.

"N-No, that's alright, Ritsu." Nagisa smiled.

"Wait a minute. If Ritsu's on, that must mean it's already eight. So where's Kor-" Karma started, interrupted by the door slamming open.

"Haha! Right here!"

Everyone sat down as soon as he entered.

There he was, the teacher of the class with his usual clothes and smiling face.

Except…

"You have a Japanese flag headband too?!" Ryōma shouted from his seat.

"I have one of everything, Ryōma! Now, to begin our lesson! Oh, wait a minute." He turned from the board to see Nagisa.

"Nagisa, your Mother will be coming in again. I assume you know why." Nagisa nodded.

~0~

Homeroom all through fourth period flew by almost as fast as Korosensei could.

Nagisa wished they could've lasted longer.

Now, it was time for gym.

He was sitting inside Korosensei's small office, looking outside the window to see the heads of some of the other students wanting to listen in on the conversation.

Nagisa had no intention of waiting for his mother, even though a little part inside of him was telling him to.

But, no.

He did not listen to that little part in him and instead stayed inside the building.

"Do you think she'll get pissed again?" Kōtarō asked.

"Probably." Hinano said, back against the wall.

"Shh, stay quiet!" Tomohito whispered.

"K-Korosensei?" Everyone listened to Nagisa.

"Yes, Nagisa?"

"C-Can you _not_ tell her?" Korosensei put a tentacle on Nagisa's head and gave him a few 'comforting' pats.

"I can't promise that, Nagisa." Nagisa looked down to the floor.

A few moments later, his mother stormed in, looking as happy and cheerful as every. She smiled her brightest and it looked like she was wearing one of her best dresses.

"Good evening, Korosensei." She smiled, but her eyes told a different story. A story of hate.

"And to you too, Ms. Shiota." He nodded.

"Well," The whole class was tuned into the conversation. "I won't stop until I get what I want, Korosensei. I'm very determined." She said, losing her smile.

"I can see that. But, again, I tell you that it's not your choice, it is Nagisa's." Korosensei said, wondering how Nagisa dealt with this lady at home.

"Yes, but I know what's best for him. I want him out of this classroom. Pronto." She nearly shouted.

"She's gonna lose it." Rio whispered to herself.

"Nagisa, it would be best if you were to stay outside." Nagisa's mother said, looking straight into his eyes.

"B-But, M-Mom!" Nagisa tried fighting back, but he knew he couldn't.

She glared at him, having him give a solemn bow goodbye. The two adults watched as he left, shutting the door behind him. He made his way into the hallway and listened in on the conversation.

"Ms. Shiota, please understand that your child is not entirely yours, but himself's." Korosensei said, breaking the silence.

She chuckled a cold and dark chuckle.

"I will get Nagisa out of here, out of this school if I have to. Now, we discussed over the phone. What is wrong with him." She asked sternly, narrowing her eyes at the teacher in disguise.

"Well-..." For once Korosensei was at lost for words.

"Well? Mr. Karasuma, spit it out! She-He is my child, I have the right to know!" She screeched.

"Geez, she's even more insane than last time." Yukiko said, looking over to Rinka.

"I know." She said, going back to the conversation.

"Nagisa," He cleared his throat and looked at the lady in her cold, stone eyes. "Is cutting." He finished.

Nagisa's mother had a face etched with a mix of horror, disgust, and anger.

"Y-You have her-him mixed up with another student! Nagisa would never do this! It's forbidden!" She screeched, standing up and tipping over the chair.

"N-Now, Ms. Shiota w-"

"Can it! Look what this classroom has done to him! I tried to burn it once, and I'll do it once more!" She had no intention of calming down, whatsoever.

'I-I need to calm her down… She-She'll-' Nagisa thought of all the possibilities that could happen. He opened the door to see his mother looking as angry as ever.

"This classroom is the reason why you're defying me so much lately, isn't it?!" She said, running up to him and grabbing his blue hair.

"G-Gah!" He screeched, grasping her wrists. "S-Stop- ah!" She shook violently.

Tears lined his blue eyes.

"Ms. Shiota! Stop this right now, y-you cannot hurt a student, especially your own son!" He reached for her shoulder but she moved away from him, taking Nagisa with her.

She undid his hair, somehow, but still had a rather tight grip on it. The student listened in terror.

She stopped shaking, but not because of her son's pleas to stop, nor the teachers.

"It's time to go, Nagisa." She said, voice low and monotone.

"I cannot let you take this student with you, you are clearly unstable." Ms. Shiota ignored him and pulled her son by his hair out the door with her.

Karma and all the other student couldn't listen to it anymore.

Neither could Mr. Karasuma and Professor Bitch who was in the next room, filing paperwork.

"O-Ow, s-stop! M-Mom, l-let go!" He shouted, pulling at her wrist to let go.

They were already half way down the short hall, Korosensei at the door of his office, Mr. Karasuma and Professor Bitch way behind them.

She kicked the doors open and threw Nagisa outside.

He landed on the stairs, falling on his face. He got up, shaking, seeing the blood drip from his nose and from a cut on his cheek.

"Nagisa!" All his classmates rushed over to him, Karma being the first to help him to his feet.

They could see the coldness in his eyes, the sadness and despair.

"N-Nagisa." Kaede whispered, pushing back his long, light-blue hair out of his face.

"Come, Nagisa. We're going home." Nagisa walked out of the crowd, about to walk to his mother, but an arm caught him in the process.

Karma.

Karma shook his head and smiled.

He didn't smile like he usually would. They were always so devious, sadistic, and mischievous.

No, this one was warm, caring, and welcoming.

Nagisa looked back to his mother, then back to Karma.

"M-Mom?"

"Nagisa, come here." She said sternly.

"N-No…" It's been awhile since he's done this.

Saying 'No.' directly to his mother.

She murmured something incoherent for the rest to hear.

"You're just like your Father."

She took heavy steps down the hill.

Karma let go of Nagisa's arm, watching him collapse.

"N-Nagisa!" Karma shouted, catching his head.


End file.
